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proposed that I should accompany him. His offer suited
me, and, as the wind was fair, in a few hours we were all
on board.

I had a splendid view of Sunium; its columns against a
dark cloud looked like undriven snow, and we were soon .
among the Cyclades. Sixteen islands were in sight, and
we were now making our course in the heart of them. A""
archipelago by sunset is lovely : small isles o"f purple and
gold studding the glowing waters. The wind served well
through the night, but we were becalmed the next day off
Mitylene. In the afternoon a fresh breeze sprang up and
carried us to the Dardanelles.

We were yet, I believe, upwards of a hundred miles from
Constantinople. What a road to a great city! narrower
and much longer than the strait of Gibraltar, but not with
such sublime shores. Asia and Europe looked more kindly
on each other than Europe and her more sultry sister. I
found myself the next morning becalmed off Troy: a vast,
hilly, uncultivated plain; a scanty rill, a huge tumulus,
some shepherds and their flocks ; behold the kingdom of
Priam, and the successors of Paris !

A signal summoned us on board; the wind was fair and
fresh. We scudded along with great swiftness, passing
many towns and fortresses. Each dome, each minaret, I
thought was Constantinople. At last it came ; we were in
foil sight. Masses of habitations, grouped on gentle accli-
vities, rose on all sides out of the water, part in Asia, part
in Europe ; a gay and confused vision of red buildings, and
dark-green cypress groves, hooded domes, and millions of
minarets. As we approached the design became more
obvious. The groups formed themselves into three con-
siderable cities, intersected by arms of the sea. Down one
of these, rounding the Seraglio point, our vessel held her
course. We seemed to glide into the heart of the capital.
The water was covered with innumerable boats, as swift as